Letter From Nowhere 


Morris a graceful writer 
but his utopian women 


pre-echo overalled zaftigs of red- 
dest cheek next to Soviet Tractors. 


That aside, he was one extraordinary Renaissance 
Man! You name it: art, architecture, design, literature, 


and a socialist political grit from countless platforms. Wow! 
My parents had his sensible, relaxing chair by the kitchen stove. 


And his wallpapers still are sold! “Faggot!” 
'd come from our less enlightened quarters. 
But hell, this is now! Though no reason to lose hope: 


Some of the more militant screechers 
might yet murder creatively. 


